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Aunt Martha's

Memorial Day

you nluU never lind no Avnt

IFMnrtlia In your family, urn su;.s
that .vmi hnve missed otic of t: c
best things that crcr happen d

in tills world. She Is inn's oldcm J
ninld sister. Well, now, you licedn t
turn up your nose! SIhj ain't one C

tlioin sour. lean, cranky, weazenc I,

vinegary dlspositloiied. plt rial. hi
oilcloth Hiding erltteiH mil !. n

long shot: She's short. stout, will o

and carries n kiiiIIv that warm m I

lights it hull room. Just as when rath, r
InyH ti tin1 In the llreplueo.

Some folks say that tin renrwn s'.u
nln't married Is because she nln't
cr had no chance. Mn pays 'inln't .

For llvf years Uncle Silas hired iiimm,

Henry Peters, kept company with her,
inn says, mid como to see her etc ;
Wednesday mid Saturday night rU'ic

m ' ski a

wlin a

"I'WaO IN TODH PLACE."

through corn plnntln', hnyln', harvest-i- n'

uml tlii'iiHliln', no matter how busy
I have heard ma tell the story about

Henry Peters a good many times
Henry lived alone in n tittle house on
"Uncle SllnB' farm, which Jlnes otira-th- nt

Is, Henry roomed there. Uncle's
house was pretty small for the growln'
family, so the 111 red man slept there.
So did extra help durin' hayln', liar- -

vestla' ami tbrashln'.
It la n little two room affair. Aunt

Mnrtlia lives there nil nlouc now ox
ccpt when tdie Is stnylu' with some of
the relatives, helpln' caro for ttie sick.
layln' out the dead or something like
that. And It keeps her pretty busy,
because both pa and ma have a grist
of brothers and Bisters llvln' In these
parts.

Well, durin' the war ma says pa
was drafted. It didn't bcciu ns If he
could bo spared. Mn had been sick
all winter and lind run up nu awful
doctor's bill. The crops' had hoeii
mighty poor the season before, almost
a failure. There wnnn't enough sold
from the farm to keep us going and
pay the Interest on the mortgage.

There was no money to pay for a
substitute, and things did look blue.
Through the orchard one morula.

eythc on shoulder, come Henry Pe-
ters, who had learned of the trouble.
Ta whs out by the pigpen when He.i-t-

walked up to him. placed his hand
on pa's shoulder and Bald: "Uncle III
mm" he always called pn that. tbe,
sav-'- Tll go In your place. I nn n
single tuau, without uuy ties. No one
cares for me, and there is none de
jiendln' on me or thero Is on you."

Ta bursts into tears and says. "Hou
ry, I have no money to pay you."

"Drat Jhe money" says Henry
bangln' up his Bcytho in the apple tree
by tho pump.

Henry went to the comity seat mid
"listed and went to wur. Ma says
thero was a tearful partln' between
Aunt Martha and Henry, she guessed,
because Martha's eyes was mos.
swelled shut next day, but her smile
was still there.

Good news wns heard from Henry,
ne was brave and got to be second
lieutenant till at some big battle, the
Jiamo of which I forget, he was
among the tuissin'. From that day to
this nothln' more has beeu Jieard
from Henry Peters. Aunt Martha was
clean heartbroken, mn says, but she
went about her work, carin' for the
sick and layln' out the dead, as usual.
JVuut Martha organized a society, ma
says, to send lint bandages, canned
fruits mid jellies to the sick mid
wounded In the hospitals and worked
on that all the time she could spare
from family matters.

Henry Peters' scythe hangs out In
the apple tree right where ho left It
when he went to war. Pa Bald none of
us boys should tech It. mid we never
have. The blade Is terrible rusty
ep'lled. I guess but uobody has ever
dm-e- d take it down.

Aunt Martini uever goes to Mu:no-ria- l

day down nt the Forks, uud I

ofteu wondered why. All the rest of
vs do, rain or shine. I didn't think I

could go this year, because I was Just
over the mumps mid it wns n coolish
day. with a raw wind, .lust over tho
hill from our house, nt its font, rums
1ho rond to the West Branch cemetery,
nud, while It is out of sight of the
house, you can hear the baud as It
marches by. but you can't Bee any-
thing, it Is quite n ways round by the
rond. but cross lots it ain't far.

Ma loft her blanket shawl ami my
pen jacket lyln" on the sofa In the slt-ti- n'

room, lntcndln' to take them along
to use If we got cold, and In the ex-

citement of gettlti' Btnrted forgot 'em
"Georgle." she snys to me ma nlways
calls me Georgle when she wants ine
to do nuything "can't you run home
and get oitr wraps that t laid oust' on
the unfit i' J listed to. The pittcemtou
was nst "irniln' for the cemeterr the.

roJsJs-

band ahead, next the nrntnr of the day
nnd the preacher of the town in car-
riages then the dower with the
little glrle dressed in rvd. white and
blue; next the Ornud Army post, Wo-

man' Itellef corps, followed by citi-
zen In carriage nnd on foot.

I hustled along home, and when pit-ti- n'

near the bouse I thought I would
steal In and see whnt Aunt Martha
wns doln' and mebbe I would lind out
why she don't ever go to Memorial
day. The doors wns nil open. I slipped
Into the slttln' room nnd found the
things ns mn said. Then I went into
tho buttery by the window nnd lis-

tened nnd watched.
1 heard Aunt Martha coniln' down-

stairs. Instead of belli' dressed In
white, as usual, she had on a dress as
black as night nnd wore Aunt Pa-

tience's bonnet nnd veil that she got
when Uncle Wnll wns killed on the
log slide up Klttlo creek.

The tmud wns mnrchln' along the
rond to the graveyard. I could henr
the dirge, and Aunt Mnrtlia walked
with slow step, keepln' time to the sad
music, around the house, out to the
pump, where hung the scythe thnt
Henry Peters hitched up there before
lie went to war. There Aunt Mnrtlia
stopped. She had n book In her hnnd,
and 1 heard her rend sotnethin' from
It. It Is somebody's oration; can't re-

member the exact words, but It 1

something like this: "We cnmiot con-

centrate; we ennnot desslcnte this hol-
lowed ground." It's n noble piece. I

have heard It rend on ninny a Memo-
rial dny by some lawyer nt tho Forks
durin' tho exercise. It winds up, "A
government from the people, with tho
people, to the people, shall not perish
from off this 'cro earth."

After this 1 heard Aunt Martha Bay-In- ',

"Wo will now percedo to decora to
tho graves of our fallen heroes." And
sho stepped up nud hung n wreath of
evcrlastln' flowers on that old Bcytho
snath. Then Bhe dropped on her knees,
bowed her head, clasped her hands ns
if she was mnkln' a prayer to God. I,
could look no longer and took my
sneak. I felt mean to think I spied on
her, but rmw I knew why Aunt Mnr-th- a

never went to Memorial day.
I went back to the cemetery, nnd mn

wns glad to get her wrap. After drlv-i- n

nil around through the graveyard
nnd lookln' nt the decorations wo went
to tho ball gaihe and saw tho Catlln
Hollow Daisy Cutters mow down the
Stony Fork Giants by n score of 34 to
20.

We got awful cold goln' home, but
when wo nil piled out there was n
big fire in the elevated oven kitchen
stove, the table was spread with n
white cloth, nud n dandy supper ready,
thanks to Aunt Mnrtlia eggs "bollod
just three mid one-hal- f minutes In the
shell nnd sure tho wnter's boilln',"
says she; potatoes cut up line: cooked
In ham grease and then crenm poured
over them, which she knows so well
how to llx: fresh apple Bnuco, warm
biscuit, honey, spiced peaches nnd a
one egg cake ns light ns n feather.
Aunt Martha la her white dress,
wnrmln' us nil with her smllo, bus-tll- n'

about, helpln' us kids oft with
our things mid glvln' us several help-
ing of our favorite dishes.

After supper I tensed mn to walk
out to the pasture with mo nnd Beo
nome new lambs that had come while
we were gone to Memorial day, nnd
then while wnlkln' back 1 told her
what 1 saw about Aunt Marthn. She
Just broke down and cried and said
sho had never knew such love and de- -
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votlon. She mnde me promise not to
tell, and I never have, uobody but
you. But you won't glvo me away,
will you?

I have been thiuklu what ma said.
For the life of me 1 can't see why
Aunt Martha's drcssin' up in Aunt Pa-

tience's widder's weeds and goln' out
to tho pump nnd bangln' a wreath of
evcrlastln flowers ou Henry Peters
rusty old scythe that has hung thero
for forty years has anything to do
with love and devotion. Can you?

j . A Story of Grant.
Gcueral Fred Grant's favorite story

of his father is one that very aptly
Illustrates that great soldier's faculty
of sizing up a situation in a few
words.

"We had au old coachman," he says,
"who was not the brightest man iu the
world, but what he did not know about
ti horse was not worth kuowlug. Moth-- i
r used to call on htm to do all sorts
'f things that were not Iu his line, nnd

old John, of course, was nl whys making
mistakes to annoy her. Once sho seut
him to the bank to do some business,
nnd he did it wrong. Sho told father
about it aud said:
"I guess you'll, have to let John go.

Ho never docs as lie should anything
I want him to do.

" 'Well, mother,' 6aid my father, 'if
John could do everything you want
1 lm to do. and do it' right, lie would not
have to be our coachman,' "Phlladel-- I

aln Ledger,
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THE DRUMMER BOY OF SHlLOH

Colonel John L. Clem's Story of How
He Got Into tho Regular Army.

An interesting story Is told of tho
way Colonel John L. Clem, the famous
"drummer boy of Shlloh" and now
nssistant quartermaster general, got
Into the regular army. Iu the early
days of General Grant's first term as
president Clem, without aid. secured
an audience.

Tho president said, "What can 1 do
for you?"

Clem said. "Mr. President. I wish to
ask you for an order to admit mo to
West Point"

"But why," Bald the president, "do
you not take the examination?"

"I did, Mr. President, but 1 failed to
pass."

"That wns unfortunate," said the
president "now wns that?"

"Why. Mr. President, you see, I was
In the war, and while I was there those
other boys of my age were Iu school."

"Whatl" said the president, amazed.
"You were in the war?"

Clem was then Bcarcely eighteen and
boyish looking.

"Yes. Mr. President. I was in the
war four years." And he related his
experience.

The president then wrote something,
sealed It uud, handing It to Clem, said:

"Take this to the secretary of war.
I guess It will fix you all right"

Clem went to the secretary, to whom
he had already applied, and was re-
ceived somewhat coldly. Ho delivered
tho note. The secretary read It and
said:

"Do you know what this Is?"
"No," said Clem, "but I supposed it

was an order to admit mo to West
Point."

"Well, it isn't." said the secretary.
"It's an order to corumlsslou you sec-
ond lleutcuant in the regular army."
Leslie's Weekly.

Hooker's Grand Chestnut Charger.
General Hooker probably bad the fin-

est looking horse In the Union armies.
This was Lookout, a horse of rich chest-
nut color, standing seventeen bauds
high aud possessing all the dainty uud
elastic action of the most delicately
fashioned colt. This was the horse,
Kentucky bred, which boro Hooker
during the "battle above the clouds."
The horse was Intended for exhibition
in England, but got no farther than
New York, whore Hooker bought him.
although having to compete with the
ngcut of tho emperor of Frnuce, who
wante'd him for his majesty Louis Na-

poleon.

Close Quarters.
At the battle of Charleston, Mo., in

August, 1SG1, Lieutenant Colonel Ran-
som of the Eleventh Illinois was urging
his men to the charge when un otllccr
rode up to him aud said: "What do you
mean? You are killing our own men."
"I know what I am doing." replied
Ransom. "Whom are you for?" "I nm
for Jeff Davis," was the reply. "You
nro the man I'm after," returned Ran-som- ,

and Instantly two pistols were
drawn. The Confederate fired first,
hitting Ransom In the arm. Ransom
shot his antagonist dead.

Tho Watch Below.
Bring blossoms for the sailor dead

Who sleep In ocean graves.
Bring fragrant lilies, pale and pure.

To float upon the waves.
And dewy purple lilacs, too..

From many a cottago home.
And starry daisies, white and gold.

To mingle with the foam.

you know what It means, boys

DO nnd girls
hall from tho north and the

you know what It means,
This twining of greens

Hound tho sllnnt ennnon's mouth,
This strewing with flowers tho grass

grown grave,
This decking with garlanda the statues

brave,
This flaunting of flags
All In tatters and rags,
This marching and singing,
These bells

These faces grave and these faces gay,
This talk or the blue and this talk of the

gray.
In the north and tho south Memorial day T

Not simply a show time, boys and girls.
Is this dny of falling flowers,

Not a pageant play
Nor a holiday

Of flags and floral bowers.
It Is something more than tho day that

starts
Warm memories In veteran

hearts.
For across tho years ,

To the hopes and fears.
To tho days of battle.
Of roar and of rattle,

To the past that now seeing so far away,
Do tho sons of tho blue and the sons of

tho gray
Gaze, hand clasping hand. Memorial day.

For tho wreck and tho wrong of It, boya
and girls,

For the terror and loss ao well,
Our hearts must hold
A regret untold

As we think of those who fell.
But their blood, on whichever side they,

fought,
Remade the nation and progress bought.

Wo forget the foo.
For wo llvo and know
That the righting and sighing,
Tho falling and dying,

Wore but steps toward tho future the
martyr's way,

Down which tho sons of tho blue and tho
gray

Look with lovo and pride Memorial day.
WIdo Awake.

AN INTERRUPTED BATH.

How Sherman Caught Five Thousand
Confederates In Adam's Garb.

"Inch by Inch." relates an
"the gray Jackets bad retired

from tho Tennessee mountains, contest-
ing everj' vantngo ground down to
Kenesaw. But, strive as they might, the
advancing column of Sherman's legions
was too much for them, uud even from
the heights of Kenesaw mountains we
were driven down through the Allatoo-u- n

hills to the Chattahoochee river. On
July 18, 180M, dusty nnd buttle stained,
we stood on the banks of that stream
and gazed upou Us waters rolling along
far below. Masking our caution on the
bluff that overlooks Nlckajack creek,
we made a break for the river. The
water was so alluring that wo would
have plunged into it had the risk of
being surprised by the enemy been
even greater.

"In a few minutes tho river was full
of naked 'robs' disporting In the waters
bo dcllclously cool after that long, hot
march through the Allatooua hills. We
were only COO or 700 yards above the
mouth of Nlckajack, and the wnter was
quite shallow, as the long drought had
brought the river down.

"Suddeuly from the direction of Nlck
ajack there was a 'pow, pow, pow.'
Imagine tho amazement with which we
beheld a squadron of Federal cavalry
at the mouth of the Nlckajack blazing
away nt us with their carbines and
only proveuted from completing our
surprise by their Inability to ascend
the almost perpendicular bluff thnt rose
on our side of tho stream. There were
some 5.000 of us. but our numbers
counted little when we had not even
the protection of an undershirt from
those vicious bullets, nud none of us
knew what moment some gun might
prove superior nnd send a ball Into
some of our naked bodies. Our bath
was, spoiled, aud uever did 5,000 men
dress more quickly than we did.

"In a twinkling wo were In line, nnd
the waters of the Chattahoochee were
gliding nlong again undisturbed. We
stood off the Yankees until night and
all tho next day, when Shermap moved
up the river, and we changed our posi-
tion accordingly." Atlanta Constitu-
tion.

The Phantom Army,
And I saw a phantom army come.
With never a sound of life or drum,
But keoplng step to a mullled hum

Of walling lamentation
The martyred heroes of Malvern Hill,
Of Gettysburg and ChancellorsvIUe,
The men whose wasted bodies Oil

The patriot graves of the nation.

And there came the unknown dead, the
men'

Who died In fever swamp and fen.
The slowly starved of prison pen.

And marching beside the others
Came tho dusky martyrs of I'lllow'a fight,
With limbs enfranchised and bearing

bright.
I thought 'twas the pale moonlight

They looked as white as their brothers.

And so all night marched the nation's
dead,

With never a banner above them spread.
No sign save the bare, uncovered head

Of their silent, grim Bevlewer,
With never an arch but the vaulted sky,
With not a flower save those which Ho
On distant graves, for lovo could buy

No gift that was proper or truer.
So all night long moved the strange ar-

ray;
So all night long till the break of day
I watched for one who had passed away,

With a reverent awe and wonder.
Tilt a bluo cap waved In the lengthening

line.
An J I knew that one who was kin of

mine
Had come, and I rjxjke and. lo. that sign

Wakened me from my slumbert
Bret Harte.

A Relic of
John Brown

n very dilapidated condition iu

INthe midst of the accumulation of
old casting boxes and scrap lum-
ber la the yard of the Liiiery

compaay's copper smithy on Railroad
row, Springfield, Mass., now given over
to the tender enre of rats and pigeons,
with an occasional tramp drifting In ns
an extra guest stands the identical
warehouse used by ohn Blown and
his sons, John Junior nnd Jason, be-

tween the years 1SJ7 nnd IKil.
John Brown had lived In Massachu-

setts before. He studied to be n min-
ister in the fnmlly of Itev. Mnsex Hal-loc- k

of Plnlnfleld Just before he reach-
ed his majority in the winter of 1S1U.

At that time he wns described ns
"rather tall, sedate, dignified." nnd he
wnB sent back to his father's tanynrd
In less than n year because of Inflam-
mation of the eyes.

In the warehouse John Brown work-
ed daily with his men. some white nnd
some colored, sorting, classing mid
transshipping wool. There (ISIS) Fred-cric- k

Douglass called upon him and
"wns surprised to find him In such a
smnll wooden house on n back street."

In that same year Brown, elated nt
his successful sales, "plunged" to the
extent of going to Europe to interview
English buyers. It is related that he
was phenomennlly astute in grading
wool by the sense of touch. A half
dozen Englishmen met the Yankee
farmer and, having heard of his keen-
ness in this particular, resolved to put
It to tho test. He wns led Into a dark
room In which three small sample
packets were lying. Brown Instantly
detected which wns Saxony, which
was from Ohio, but at the third ho
hesitated a moment. Turning to the
jokers, ho said, "If you have any sau-
sage machines In England that will
work up dog's hair, put this in ltl"
The laugh was on his companions, for
they had indeed used tho shearings
from n poodle to fool him.

Brown greatly endeared himself to
the blacks. In his Springfield wnrc-hous- o

he formed a lodge of "Spring-
field Glleadltes." primarily aimed to
protect the negroes from gathering
trouble with the whites. Fortyvfour
members joined. Beverly C. Downing
heading tho list. He would have them
come to the downstairs, low cellinged
office nn hour before work begnn In
the morning, nnd they were there far
Into the night nfter work wns over.

The late Tiiomns Thomas, long u
In Springfield, wns engaged

at the very first of Brown's career In
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that city as a porter, no said that
when he asked Brown how early In
the morning he should conie to work
the reply was, "We usunlly begin work
nt 7. but come earlier, for I want to
talk with you." Ho declared that
Brown was wont to talk by the hour
with white or black sympathizers.

It made little difference how press-
ing the business; the enthusiast wns al-

ways ready to call a halt when the op-

portunity to exploit his views present-
ed Itself. He preferred to do most of
the talking and appreciated a good lis-

tener.
In the collated correspondence of

Brown there nre two later Items hav-
ing a distinct bearing upon this wool
working Springfield era. On tho copy
of Brown's letter to his son John, as
given in Dr. G. W. Brown's book, ap-
pear these words apropos to the fa-

ther's elation at making a business
connection with Colonel Perkins (Jan.
11, 1844):

"This, I think, will be considered no
mean alliance for the poor bankrupt
and his family In a manner so unex-
pected. I most certainly hope wo will
have the wisdom given us to make the
most of It."

In the letter quoted in Frank B. San-bom- 's

book, under date of April 10,
1858, when ho was rapidly Hearing his
self imposed martyrdom, addressing
"dear wife and children, every oue,"
Brown spenks of "the liabilities 1 In-

curred while connected with Mr. Per-
kins" and further says, "Most of you
know well I gave up all I had to Per-
kins while with him."

It was somewhat startling to see re-
cently, nfter almost sixty years have
passed, on the great billboard which
now completely hides this dilapidated,
tumbledown wool storage warehouse
from passers on tho railroad, tho lurid
advertisements of a traveling "Uncle
Tom's Cabin" company, with fugitive
slaves being chased by bloodhounds,
when less thau throe feet from tho
base of the same boarding stands the
same counting room wh'di heard, back
In 1840. fiery denunc litlons of Just
such scenes frem the lips of old "Ossa-watoml-

Brown 'di""lf, even then
planning the tragic euurse which led
him at lust to the Harpers Ferry raid
and to fie gallows. Boston Globe.

How Sherman

"Put the Lid On"

the siege of Atlanta

DURING of the Confederate
opposing Sherman ou

the west front of the city
were sheltered from nttnek by a
mountain which could not readily bo
scnled by Federal artillery. After long
delay and tedious labor the light field-piec- es

of the Eleventh Indiana bnttery
were hauled to the crest of the moun-

tain, where the men of the Second
Massachusetts had cut a roadway aud
constructed earth nnd log pits to shield
the guns. A dny was fixed, the earliest
possible, to open fire upon the lines
below. Sherman. General George U.
Thomas, the "Rock of Chlckamatiga,"
"Fighting Joe" Hooker nud General J.
M. Brnnnan, Thomas chief of artil-
lery, were on the ground to witness
the effect of the fire, which was ex-

pected to open the way for a success- -

Ws3
"wn wiiii not open rinn today."

ful attack upon Confederate positions
which bullied tho advanco of Thomns'
troops.

The time was August, and the heavy,
stilling atmosphere inclined the men of
both armies to suspend activity. Tho
stillness of death reigned everywhere
except around the Isolated battery on
tho mountain top. There the gunners
moved with the grim energy of sol-

diers facing a crisis. Guns wero
trained upon the most conspicuous and
vulnerable targets. Sherman nnd his
lleutenauts stood apart, scantling with
flehlglasses the camps where the shots
were to strike.

At last the signal wns given. Bnt-terym- en

went forwnrd to pull the lan-

yards and send the shots home, when
nttentlon wns diverted by the soft
pealing tones of a bell trembling on
the heavy ulr ncross the vnlley. Loud-

er and still louder the uieusured
chimes sounded over the city, over tho
camps, up to the mountain crest. Sher-raa-u

raised a warning linger to gun-

ners, who looked into the eyes of their
officers for explanation of this strango
gesture. The otUcers, equally non-

plused, looked to the generals, and
Sherman spoke out calmly, but In
tones for all to hear, "Gentlemen, we
will not open fire today." Then, turn-
ing to the chief of artillery, he said, In
the same quiet tones. "General Bran-ua- u,

you will open fire tomorrow."
"Today" wns the Sabbath, a day, ac-

cording to Sherman's orders, not to be
Interrupted by the inferno of guns and
shells. Harper's Weekly.

Minus the Picture.
The bridge builder with Stonewall

Jackson's army wns a rare character If
the following story be true:

The Uulou soldiers, retreating from
tho vnlley of Virginia, burned a bridge
over the Shenandoah. Jucksou, who
wanted to pursue, sent for his old
bridge builder.

"Sir," lie said, "you must keep men
nt work nil day and all uiglit nnd fin-ls- li

that bridge by tomorrow luornlng.
My engineer shall give you the plan."

Old Miles saluted and withdrew.
Early the next morning the general

eent for Miles again.
"Well, sir," said Jackson, "did tho

engineer glvo you tho plan for tho
bridge?"

"General," said the old man slowly,
"the bridge is doue. I don't know
whether the plcturo Is or not." Her-
ald nnd Presbyter.

Swearing In the Cook.
Tho darky contrabands who fre-

quently strayed within the Union lines
were often very acceptable as serv-
ants, particularly as cooks. The non-
commissioned officers frequently had a
heap of sport with these unsophisticat-
ed negroes. Occasionally there was
great formality in swearing In these
cooks. The drums would be sounded
or the bugles blown, nnd amid much
Impressive pomp the darky would as-

sume his new duties, having sworn to
perform them properly, to support the
constitution of nil the loyal states,
clean tho plates without wiping them
on his coat sleeve, solemnly swearing
lo put milk In tho coffee every morn-
ing nnd other like deeds.

Tho Unknown Dead.
Now many a soldier Blumbers,

UIp resting place unknown;
His hands were crossed, his lids were

closed.
The dust was o'er him strewn.

The drifting soli, the moldorlng leaf,
Along the sod wero blown.

Ills mound has melted Into earth;
Ills memory lives alone. '

Bo let It live unfading.
The memory of the dead,

Long as tho pale anemone .

Springs where their tears were shed.
Or raining In the summer's wind, j

4The wild rose sprlnSles with Its leaves
The turf where once they bled

Oliver Wendell Holmes. J
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